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CHAPTER XX-~Continued.
—T1

Presently she cume. A bhuffet of
wind struck her as she cloved the door
hehind her, and whipped her unbut-
tined ulster about; but she did not
cower under It, nor turn nway-—stoml
there, finely ercet, confronting it
There was something alert nbout her
pose—he couldn't see her face distinet-
Iy—thnt sugeested she was expecting
womehody,  And thes not nloud, but
very distinetly:

“Toddy." shie gnld.

Tle tried to spenk her name, bnt bs
dey thront denjed It utterance, [He
bogun suddenly to tromble, e came
forwurd out of the shndow and she
anw him und enme to meot Wim, and
#polie his nume agnln,

YL me = == when you went out," she
enld. "I was afrald you mightn't
wait. T hurrled as fast ns T conld,
T've—w-wulted so long. Longer than
,ﬂu-"

He mannged at Inst to spenk. nnd,
nu he Al so, renched out and took her
by the shoulders. *Come hame' he
wnld, “You must emme home,”

At that she stepped hnek and shook
her head.  But he had discovered,
while his hands held her, that sho
wnAa trembling ton,

The stage door opened agnin to emit
a group of three of the “pontes”

They stared curlously at Dane and
the big man who stood there with her,
then geurried away down the alley,

“We can't tolk here,” he sald, “We
must go somewhere.”

She nodded agsent, and they moved
off slde by slde after the three lttle
wirls, hut slower. In nn nccumulntion
of shadows, half way down the alley,
he gripped her nrm tight and they both
wtood still,.  The next moment, and
without a word, they moved on agaln,

Finally—"Are you all right Roddy?
And the bables?” gshe mannged to say.
“It's @ good many doys since I've
heard from Portin.” And then, sud-
denly: *“Was it beenuse anything had
gone wrong that you came?”

“I didn't know you were here until
I maw you on the stage,” he sald,

This wns all, In words, that passed
until he looked about him In & sort of
dazed bewllderment when she stopped,
at Inst, ut the stoop hefore her door,

“Here's where I live,” she sald,

“Where you lve!” he echoed
blankly.

“Ever since T wont away—to Call-
fornin, Uve been right here—where 1
would almost see the smoke of your
eMmneys, T've a queer litls room-—
¥ only puy three dollnrs n week for It
—hut—It's big cnough to be alone In'”

“Itase ., . ' he sald, honrsely,

A drunken man eate lurehing pitl-
ahly down the street,  Bhe shreank into
the ungle of the stops, gl Rodoey fol.
fowedd her, fonnd her with hig hands,
and henrd her volee spenking hreathe
lesaly, tn gusps. He hardly knew whoat
ahe wns snying.

“It's been wonderful ., . . 1 know
we haven't tulked; we'll do that some
other time, somewhere wiers we can
5 . But tonlght, walking nalong
ke that, Just as ., . . Tomorrow,
1 shall think It was all & drean”

“Roge . . "

The only sound that eame in an-
swer was n long, tremulously indeawn
breath. But presently her hund took
the one of his that had been clutching
her shoulder and led him up the steps,
She opened the door with o Intelikey,
and then, behind ber, he made his
wny up two flights of narrow stalrs,
whose foint erenk made all the sound
there was,  In the black little eorridor

at the top she unlocked another door, |

“Walt tin I
breathed.

She turned and looked Into his face,
her eyes scarching it ns his were
searehing hers, lumlnonsly and with a
swiftly kindling fire, Her lips parted
a Hitle, trembling  There was a sort
of bloom on her skin that becuame
wore vislbhle ns the blosd, wave on
wave, eame flushing In behind it

As for Rodney, he was the same
man who, an hour ago, In the theater,
had raged and welthed under what he
felt to be an Invasion of his proprl-
etnry righta In her.

e wouldn't have defined |t
way, to be sure, In n tulk with Barey
Lake; would have denled, with the
hest of them, that n hushand hind nny
‘praprietney rlehits dn WS wife,

light the gas" shoe

that

"the dntolerable sonse of having  les
aome an ohleet of derislon or con-
saptunne  pity. of holng  diseroecd

nd of her bhelng degended, conldn’t
derive from anyihing else but  Just
thnt

Hare you nnything hore " he asked
her duily, “besides what will g In
‘thot trunk

It wne the surlinoss

ther than the words
Rhut startied her,

"N who e,
LT l‘luF "

“Ihen thirow thom into It gnjekiy”
ho o mndd “need wa'll Toek the thing up
D von awe nny rout

“Wowtdy ! mhe sald
mean ™

“Iowenn youw're eolog to get ot of

of his tone,
themgelves,

puzzied, “or

“What do »ou

Bt !

thix heastly place now—tonight. We'rs

oing home, We ean loenve an address

for the tronk, If It never COMmes, §o

muech the hetter,”

I Agnin all she conld do was to nsk
him, with & bewlldorsd stanmmer, what
lie mennt,

“Boenusn,” she nelded, “I ean't go
{home yotr, Uve—aonly started.”
| “Started '™ he eehoed,  “Doa you
{think I'm golng to lot this henstly
| faree go nny further?”
| And with that he told her what
|hm| laprened In W offiee that after-
{Roon, told her of the attitude of his
fricnds, how they'd all known about
(t—undoubtedly hnd come to see for
I!iu-nm-lrv-c. nnd, out of pity or con-

(tempt, hude’t told him,  He told

Lher how he'd felt, sitting there In
the thenter. e aecused her as his
wrath bhurned brighter, of having se.
levted the thing to do that would hurt

him worst, of having borne o grudge
agninst him and avenged It,

It wns the lgnoblost moment of his
life, and he knew It. The accusa-
tiong he was muking ngninst her wore
nothing to those that were storing up
In his mind ngnlnst himeelf,

| He didn't look at her ns he talked,

| and ghe dldn't Interrupt ; snid no word
of donial or defense, The big ounts
burst spent iself. He Inpsed Into an
uneusy sllence, got himself together
ngain, and went on teying to restnte
his grlevanco—thiz time more rensorn-
ably, reteacting o lttle, Put under
hor eontinued sllence he grow wenk-
ly Irritated ngnin,

i When nat Inst she spoke, he turned
hix eyes townrd her nnd =nw n #ort of
frozen look In her dull white faee that
he had never seon In It hefore, o
intonntion wns monotonous, her volee

Lsearcely nudible,

[ "I mess T understand,” she sald, “1
don't know whether 1 wish 1 wore dend

lor not. It I'd died when the bables

were born, . . . But I'm glad 1
cenme awny when T did, And 'm glad,”
| &he gave a fulnt shudder there at the
Calternative, “I'm gind I've got a Joh
and that I ean pny back that hundred
dolinrs I ows you. I've had It quite
a while. Hut I've kept It, hoping you
might find out where I was and come
to me, as you did, and that we might
have a chunce to talk, I thought I'd
tell you how I'd enrned {t, and that
you'd be a lttle—proud with me
about it, proud that I could pay it
back so soon."

She smiled a little ovor that, n smile
he had to turn nway from, “1 sup-
pose T'Il be glud, some day, that
it all happened; that I met you and
loved you amd had the bables, even
though it's all haud to end,” she shud-
dered agnin, “like this"

It wasn't till he tried to spenk that
her apparent ealm was broken, Then,
with a sudden frantic terror In her

Presently She Came.

eyes, she bogged him not to—begeed
him to go nwnay, If he had any merey
for her at ull, quickly and without o
word, In n sort of duze he obeyed
her.

The tardy winter morning, looking
through her grimy window, found her
sitting there, just ns she'd been when
he elosed the door,

CHAPTER XXI,
Frederica’s Paradox,
Two days later Rodney walked In
Lon Frederlea at breakfast, nlone,
YHello ! Frederiea salid, holding ont

n hnnd to him, but not riging. “Just
In thime"
“Daon't ring." he sald quickly, “I've

had all T want, My train got In an
hotur ngo and T had a try at the sta-
tion resinurant.”

“Waell, st down, anyway." sald
Fredorlea,  She reached out s cool,
| goft hond and laid 1t on one of Kol
| ney's whiteh restidd imply on the table.
| There wns ruther o long sllence—ten
secondys, perhape. Then

“How did you find out about 1™
 Rodney ashom),
| They were hnth ton well necnstomed
[to these tolepnihte short-cuts to tako
nny note of this one, RBhe'd seen that
he knew, fust with her first glunece ot
him there In the doorwny ; and somes

thing o Hetle tenderer and  gontlee
thitn meast of her enresses shout this
onc, tolll him that she did,

“Thverter's bael " she anld. “She gt

then: “How did yon find out abont It,
Roddy?  Who told you?"

"No one” he sald, In a volee un-
naturilly level and dry. “1 went to
soe the show on the recommendation
of n country ellent, and there she was
on the stage.”

"Oh!" cried Frederien—a  mufMed,
barely audible ery of pussionnte syt
puthy, Theén: “You've seen hor off
the stage—tnlked with her?"

“T didn't ask her to explain,”™ aald
Rottney,  *I nsked her to come home
nnl she wouldn't.”

“Oh, it's wicked ! she erled, “It's
the most abominably selfish thing 1
ever henrd of 1"

"'all up, Froddy!™ he sald, Rather
gent'y, though, for him, “There's no
good golng on like that, And besides
You were saying Harrlet wonld
do anything In the world for me. Well,
there's something you enn do, You're
the only person 1 know who ean.”

Her nngwer wis to come pronnd hos
hind his chalr, put her cheek down
bestde hig, and reich for his hands,
“Let's get away from this misernhle
brenkfast table” she sald. “Come up
to where I live, where we can lie safee
I¥ by ourselves; then tell me about
lt'IO

In front of her boudolr fire, lonk-
ing down on her as she sat in her Qow.
eredd wing chule, nn enormonsly s
tendsd rug-covered pillow hoeside hor
knees walting for him to drop down
on when he felt lke 1t, he hegan
rather eautionsly to tell her what he !
wanted.

“I'll tell you the reason why T've
come to you," he began, “and then
you'll see, Do you remembor noarly twao
yoears ago, the night T got wet coming
hiere to dinner-—the night you were
poing to marry me off to  Her
mione Womdrof?  We had o long talk
afterward, and you sald, speaking of
the ehunees people took getting mor-
rledl, that It wasn't me you worried
nhiout, but the girl, whoever she might
be, who martied me,”

The lttle gesture she made admit-
ted the recollection, but denled its
relevancy, 8She'd have sald something
to that effect, but he prevented her,

“No," he Insisted, "It wasn't Just
talk. There was something In It.  Af-
terward, when we were ongnged, two
or three times, you gave me tips about
things. And sinee we've been married
« « « Well, somechow, I've hnd the
feeling thut you were on her slde;
that you saw things her wny—things
thnt 1T didn’t see.”

“Little things,” she protested; “1it-
tle tiny things that couldn't possibly
matter—things that any woman would
e on another woman's side, as you
say, nbout,”

But she coatradicted this stntement
nt once, “Oh, I did love her!™ she sald
flercely.  “Not Just heenuse she loved
you, but because 1 thought she was al-
together adornble, I couldn't help it
And of course that's what makes me
#0  perfectly furlous now—that she
should have done a thing like this to
you,"

“All right,” he sald, “Never mind
about that. This Is what T want you to
do, I wnut you to go to see her, und 1
want you to usk her, in the first place,
to try to forgive me."

“What for?" Frederien demanded,

“I want you o tell her,” he went on,
“that It's impossible that she shonld be
more horeithsd at the thing Tdld, than 1
nm myself, I want you to nsk her, what-

L

over she thinks my deserts are, to do
Just one thing for me, and thot is to
lot mie take her out of that perfectly
hideous pluce, I don't ask nnything
elde but that, She can mnke any terms
she Hkew, She ecan Uyve whore or how
she llkes, Ounly=—not Hke that, Miay-
be it's a deserved punishment, but I
can't stamd 1t!"

There waos the erystallization of
what Httle thinking he had managed to
do In the two purgatorinl days he'd
spent in n down-state hotel—in the In- |
tervils of fighting off the memory ur;
the dull, frozen ngony he'd seen in
Rose's fuee as he left her, .

Frederlen, naturally, was mystifled.,
“That's absurd, of course, Roddy,"” sl
sald gently. “You huven't done any-
thing to Rose to be forgiven for,'"

“You'll Just have to take my word
for it he sald shortly, *“I'm not!
exuggerating.”

“But, Roddy ! she persisted, “Yon
must be sensible, O, it's no wonder !
You're all worn ont, You look us if
vou hadn't slept for nights,  What if
You were angry and lost your temper
und hurt her feollogs?  Heavens! |
Weren't yon entitled to, after what
she'd done?  And when she'd left you
to fud It out lke thut?"

“1 el you, you don't know the first
thing about It."

I don't suppose you—bent her, did
youd"

It was too infurinting, having him
mevk ke this!

His reply was barely audible: %1
might better huve done "

Frederien sprang to her foet.
then, ' wli you ! she sold,
g0 to her. Il go If you'll glve me n
free hnnd, I you'll let me tell hor |
what I think of what she's done mnl;
the woy she's done It—not 1etting you |
wnow=not giving you u chanew. But
o and beg her to forgive you, I
won't,"

“All rlght,” he siald aully.
within your righits, of conrse ™
The miserable seone drugged on n
Httle longor.  Fredeelos  erled  and
Mended nnd stormod withont moving
him at all, He seemed distressed at |
hor priof, urged her to treat his re- |
quest ox (f he hadn't made [t but he |
exnlnined nothing, snswered none of

her questions.

It was an enormous relief to her, |
and, she fancied, to him, for that mat-

“Well,

“] won't

“You're

pinining, hut Frederlea saramed It up
while the others exenanged thelr cool-
Iy friendiy greetings, with the state-
ment:

“Rod's been trying to get me to go
to Rose nnd say tnat it was ell his
fuult, nnd | won't.”

"Why not?™ sald Harriet, “What
onrthly thing dock It matter whose
funlt It 187 Me can have it his fault
If he likes"

“You know it tgn't,”” Frederica mut.
tered rebeillously.

Hurriet seated herself dolieately and
deliberntely in one of the curving ends
of n lttle Vietorinn sofa, and stretehed
lier slim legs out In frout of her,

“Certninly I don't eare whose fault
it 18" she sald, “You never get nny-.
where by trying to deciide a gquestion
ke that, What I'm Interested in is
what can be done about it. It's not u
very nice situntion, Nobody lkes it—
ut least 1 shouwld think Rose would
he pretty slek of It by now, She mny
have boen eruzy for o stuge career, but
she's probnbly seen that the chorus of
n third-rnte musion] comedy won't tnke
her anywhere,  ‘The thing's shmply &
mess, and the only thing to do s to
clenr It up s quickly nnd us decentiy
a8 we cnte-and It can be elonred up if
Wer o at it right, OF course the thing
1o do I8 to get her out of that horrible
plee us soon ns we onn,  And 1 sup-
o= the bost way of dolng It will he
to goet her into something else—tuke
her dovn to New York and work her
into a sl part In some good com-
pany, Abmost anything, If It edme to
that, 8o long a8 it woasn't musie. O
and hove her use her own e, nnd
let us make as much of 1L a2 we oun,
Face 1t out.  Protend we ke it 1
don't say iv's idend, but s Lotter than
this"

“Her own name?’ he echoed blank-
Iy, "D} you menn she made one up?

Harriet nodded.  “Constance men-
tloned it she suld, “but that wos be-
fore I knew what she was talking
nhout.  And of vourse I couldn’t go
bnek and nsk.  Duphne something, |1
think. It sounded exnctly like & chorus
name, anyhow."  And then: “Well,
how about It? Wil you play the
game?"

“Oh, yes" he sald, with a docility
that surprised Frederiea, “I'I play it
It comes to exactly the same thing,
whnt we hath want done, and our rea-
sons for doing It are lmportunt to ne-
body bhut ourselves,"

She turned to Froderien,  *You, too,
Freddy ¥ she asked, “Will you give
your moral principles a vacntion and
take Iod's message to Rose, even
though you may think Iit's Quixotle
nonsensge

“T'll see Rose myself,” said Rodney
quietly.

- . . . . N .

He was standing near the foot of the
stalrs when she came down, with n
raincont on and o newspaper twisted
up In his hand, and at sight of her, he
took off his soft. wet hat, and erushed
It up along with the newspuper, He
moved over toward her, but stopped
two or three feet away, “It's very
good of you to eeme” he sald, his
volee Incking n little of the ridicalous
slffness of his words, not much. s
there some ploce where we cun talk n
Hitle more—privately than here? 1
shon't keep you long"

“There's o room here gomewhere,”
she salid.

The room =he L bl te was at ap-
proprintely  preposteraus  selting  for
the ultogether preoposterous talk that
ensued between them, It hind o mosale
Hoor swith a red pliash carpet on i, two
stuined-gloss. windows In yellow gnd
gEroen, Manking pn ouk nuintel which
fromed an enormots expanse of mot-
tledd purple tite, with o diminutive gus-
log In the mbddle, A glasey-looking

[ ok trible oecupled most of the room,

nnd the chatrs that were erowted in
nround It were upliolstered In highly
prod sl eofMoccolorsd horse hide, with
Very ornnte nolls,

IS drewdfully hot in here,” Rose
snid, “You'd bmter tnke off your cont."”
Sl =queced In between the table and
oue of the chales and seated herself,

Hodney threw down his wet hnt, his
newspaper, noad then hig raincont, on
the tuble, und shid inte o chuie oppo-
slite her,

“I want to Wil yoy flrsty” Rodney
sulil, and Wi manner wos that of o
sclwolboy reciting 1o his teacher an
oy which hns been pelvarsed ot
lome under the sanction of prternsd
nuthority="1 want to tell you how
deoply gorey T um for e

e hid Wis pewspaper o his hands
neunin and was twisting it up, His pyos
Nt onee secl her face,  But they
tleht have dotie 8o o geerfoct safety,
becnusee her own were fixed on Wik
hitids wand the newspaper they crome
P,

He dida't presume to ask her for-
Riveness, he Lol ber, e contdn't ex-
thect thint ; ot feast not ot present, He

| went on lamely, in hroken sontenees,

vopenting whot he'd suld
stltl wore fnodegunte words,

alrvaady dn
Iii' Wi
uninbde to stop talking until she shauld
wy T TR AT T 1 | hardiy ] therrind
whint,  And slie swus unublic to say nny
thing.

The formuality of his
stitfer und tinully
Dinnk silenee,

Flnally she sl

pPhrtises ot
congenled o o

with n gasp: “I

have something tooask you 1o~ forgive
me for, That's Tor leavin= you 1o fiml
ot hepe T oswos the + oy you did

Yo w1 thought ot first (hat no ope
withl Know ane, made up und all, Awl
whon 1T found out 1 would he recog.
nizuble, It was oo lnte (o stop—aor ut
Teast It secmed Besides, T thought
Yo knew, 1 saw Jimmy Wallnee out

so,

there the opening night, nnd saw he

rotogolzed  me, and=—1 thought he'd
tell you. And then 1 kept seclug other

in duy before vestoptay,  Congtnnes | ter, when, after a premonitory knock people out In front after that, people
st soraetline te her ahout I, think- ' at the deor, Harrlet walked 1o upon | we knew, who'd come (o gee for them-

In® she

"7
wlong thd yon nad | Koew, loa,"”
]

Theyve thanght all
Al

them,

The situation dido't need much ex- | knew, And—I suppose I was & mw-l

selves, and T thought, of course, you

wnsn't, ng you thought, trying to hurt
you, But I can see how It must huve |
looked Hke that.”

He suld quickly:
Mame at nll,
forml to tell me what you latended to
do before you went uway, aod that 1
wouldn't let you"

Sllenee  frowe down upon them
nEain.

“1 ean't forgive myself,” he sald at
Tnst. I wont to thke buek the things
1 suid that night—alout belng  dis-
groced und all, I was nongry over not
having known when the other people
did, It wusn't your belug on the stage.
We're not us bigoted as that,

“I've ¢ome to nsk o favor of you,
though, and that Is that you'll let me

let us ali—=help you. 1 can't—bear
hoving you live like this, knocking

“You're not .

about like this, where all sorts of
things can happen to you, Amd golng
under un assutued  tatee,  P've no

right to nsk o fuvor, I know, but 1 do,
I usk you to tuke your own e nguln
—Jtaxe Aldrich,  And I want you to
let us help you to get n better posie
thon thun this, that is, I you haven't
changel your mind ahout being on the
sluge; n position that will have more
hope nod proudse In i, 1 want you te
o) that we're—with you."

“Who are ‘'we?' " Bhe necompanied
thot question with u struight look into
his eyes,

Wiy he suld, “the only two peo-
ple 've tolked with sbout 1t—Fred-
vricn amd Haorriet, 1 theught you'd e
gl to kuow that they felr as 1 ahl"

The tirst flush of real fecling she
bl shown, wis the one that broke
through on her repetition of the nome
“Hurriet 1"

“Yeu" he sald, and he had, for about
ten seconds, the misguided sense of di-
olecticul triumph. 1 know a little
how you feel toward her, and maybe
she's Justified it. But not In this case,
Beenuse it was Harrlet who made me
e that there wasn't anything—dis-
graveful about your going on the
stuge. It wis her own |den that you
ought to use your own name and give
us a chonce to help you. She'll be
only too gind to help.”

During the short while she let elapse
hefore she spoke, his convictlon-enr-
rying power of this statement ebbod
somewhnt, though he hadn't seen yet
what waus wrong with It.

“Yes," she said at Inst, “I thiok I
cun see Harriet's view of It. ‘As long
us Rose had run away and Jolned a

he an the stage, and ng long as every-
body knew It, the only thing to do was
1o get her into something respectuble
#0 that you could all pretend you liked
It.
for the Aldriches, and, In o way, what
you deserved for marrylng a person
| like that, Still, that was no renson for
not putting the best face on it you
could  And that's why you came to
find me!™

“No, it lsn't,” he sald furlously. His
eluborutely assumed manner had brok-
ten down anyway. I wanted you to
know that 1" ussent to anything, any
sort of terms you wanted to make thut
didn’t Involve—thisa. If (Us the stage,
nll right, O If you'd come home—ton
(the babies. T wouldn't nsk nnything
for myself. You could be as Indepond-
ent of me ns you gre here, ., "

He'd huve gone on elgborating this
program farther, hat that the look of
Blunk Incredulity in her face stopped
T,

“1 sny things wrong,” he concluded
with o sudden ity thnt quenelied
the spark of anger In hor oyes, *1
wns n foal 1o quote Harriet, and 1
hven't done mueh better In #penking
tor myself, 1 can't make you soe,

“th, T ean see plainly enongh,
Roddy” she sald with o tired little
Zrimuace that was n sorry reminder of
her old smile. 1 guess 1 see too well,
P'm sorry to have hurt you and made
you mlserable, 1 knew 1 was going to
do that, of course, when I went awny,
{Put I hoped that, after o while, you'd
come to see my slde of It. You con't

nt ot You eouldn't belleve that 1 was
huppy, thut 1 thought 1 was dolng
sanething  worth  dolng; something

thut was muking me more nenrly n
person youo could respeet and  be
rrivnds with,

“So I gyess " she coneluded after o
sllenee, “thut the only thing for you
to do 12 to go home and forget about
i s woll a8 you ean and be as lnle
thisernbile ahotit mie us possible. 1'H
[ Wil you this, that moy moke it a little

euslor: you're not to think of me as
or  milserable, or even une
comforighle for wont of money. I'm
varning plenty to live on, sod I've got
over two hundred dollars In the hank."

There wons 0 long silence while he
ful there twlstiog the newspaper in
his fneds, his oxes downenst, his fooe
dull tothe Jook of defest thuat hud
setthind over §t.

In il socurity of his averted gose,
she ook o loag ook at him.  Thew,
she looked away,

RO now, won't

sturving

nowWreneh

“Yom owill Ter me

vou¥t el sk, “Thigd ls=—hard for
i bl mnd it Isn't gelting us any-
Where,  And—nnd I've gt o nsk yon

oy e buvk,. DBecnuse 1's 1ok

[ dble, 1 guess, tor you Lo see the thing
iy owase You've doue your st to, 1
an see that™
He got up out of his chalr, hivavily,
put on Me ruineoat, and stosd, for a
moment, erumpliog his soft hnt in his

lndds, looking down ot her. She
bado't risen,  She'd gone Hmp all ot
ences nied was Jwaning over the table,

"Ooundbiy," he soid nt lust,
*Goodby, Itoddy.” She watched Wim
| walking out Inte the raln.  He'd left
| W8 newspuper,  She took t, gripped
it In both hands, just as he'd done;
then, with an effort, got up and mounts
ed the stalrs to her room,
(70 DE CONTINUED,)

ard—1 walted for you to come. !'

I remembier how you of. |

fifth-rate musical comedy Iin order to

It wus all pretty shabby, of course, |

——

“Iar down In South Amerlen and
Central Amerfen lves the bnnded oces
lot," sald Daddy.

“Gruclous ! exclulmed the children.
“What In the world I8 the banded oce-
lot? Im It an animal, a fish, fowl, or
whut? Wa've no iden, We've never
heard of one”

“Mr, Banded Ocelot's
Tommy."

“Sounds as though be might he a
ent, If only he hada't such a pecullar
nnme wuld Nick.

“He pnever could he & eat with a
name like thut," sald Nancy, shaking
her hepd,  “Why in the world was he
numed Tommy 7

“He I8 u cousin of the eat family,'
sald Duddy.

“Really " exclalmed the children.
“And with that awfully blg, queer
nnme.  Not that It's so blg but It's so
queer,”

“Of course not the Tommy part'"
utlded Nick, “only the other name—
handed ocelot,  It's mighty huard to
suy, I think."

“That's Just what the bnnded oce-
lot thought," sald Daddy, “and so he
had all his friends und relutions call
him Towmy,

“Soon  the friends and relntions
chose pames Hke his which were slm-
ple nnd which they liked very much.

nume was

“Who Sald You Were Interesting?”
Asked Kitty,

There wns one named Tiger, one
numed Puss, Kitty, Lucifer, Mra. Coal
und Snow.

“They were names which they had
heard had been given to thelr couslus,
the cats.

“‘It's so much nleer,' sald Tommy,
‘to be called by a good, friendly name,
Somehow there (s nothing at all friend-
I¥, nor even soclable about the family
nnme of bauded ocelot,  But then cnts
nra alwayvs called by specinl nomes,
and not just called cnt, so we should
be ullowed nlce extra Domes aoy-
how,

“‘I'm really rather an interesting
animnl, when one comes to think of
It,! he continued,

““Who is coming to think of it?
nslied Kirty,

“*7 mean when I come to think of
it.' snld Tommy.

“‘Yai've been here all the time,
What do von mean by saying you have
come to think of 1t? From where have
you come? TFrom where? [ repeat,
You're putting on nlrs and pretending
you've heen away for a journey when
you've not moved from home,'

“‘Don't get so excited, Kitty, you re-
mind me of our other cousing,. When a
crenture says he hns come to think
of n certnln thing he means that he
hns just arrived at the point where It
is thinking snhout It, that's all!

“ip Jot of senseless words about
pothing nt wll’ said Kitty, snarling.

“ipure, my love, purr,’ sald Tommy.
“There's nothing to get exclited about.
Haove n ent-nap.’

W hat's thnt? asked Kitty,
1iked the sound of the word nup

“t's n sort of sloep onjoyed by oar
honored cousins, the cuts”

“iHaven't we any  ocelet
nsked Kirty,

“ Py he sure,' sald Tommy, ‘but It's
#0 much cusler to say eat-nap, It
monng g nice e snooze with one eys
half-open rendy for puything thut may
happen—from n morsel of food or »
bowl of milk or un adventure and &
wild chuse.'

“i kpnow ahout such naps,' sald
Kitty, ns she purred, ‘I've had muaoy
n one myself'

91 huven't told you why 1 was an
interesting unimal,’ salu Tommy,

“OWhe sald you were luterestlog?
osked Kitty,

“You'd better sny so, for {f you
don't you sife suylng you're not inter
esting. You belong to the same fam-
My, If you sny T am Interesting, you
ure Ruying you are, too,'

“*Then I will suy so," suld Kitty, who
loved to be ndmired,

“*1 nin half-way between a tiger

and n ent, and no other ereature is
just ke e—except all my banded
ocelot cosing 1 purr and me-ow like
woent; 1 mn wild ot times ke & ti-
ger, 1 am o mixture of hoth nnd so
I nm very luteresting, 1 beloug to a
wild, wild fumily und to the most do-
mestle of all creatures—the hourehold
ont)’ ;
“And all the banded occlots who
wero lstening purred os they agreed
with Tommy, und suld Me-ow, what
you suy s true"

Wise Wisher,
He Is great who can do what
wishes; he s wise who wishes to
what he can.

Bhe

napsT
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